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control of the brain. This that I am always preaching, and with
a success of popular interest too, I cannot perfectly practise,
It is the clumsiness of my living that disgusts me. The rough
carpentry instead of fine cabinetry. The unnecessary friction.
The constant slight inattention to my own rules. I could be a
marvel to others and to myself if only I practised more sincerely.
Half an hour in the morning in complete concentration on the
living-through of the day, and I should work wonders! But
this all-important concentration is continually interrupted-
interruptions which weaken it; sometimes deliberately aban-
doned for concentration on matters of admittedly inferior im-
portance ! Strange 1 One can only stick to it.
It is humiliating that I cannot get through one single day
without wounding or lightly abrading the sensibility of others,
without wasting time and brain-power on thoughts that I do
not desire to think, without yielding to appetites that I despise I
I am so wrapped up in myself that I, if anyone, ought to succeed
in a relative self-perfection. I aim as much from love of per-
fection and scorn of inefficiency as for my own happiness. I
honestly think I care quite as much for other people's happiness
as for my own; and that is not saying much for my love of my
own happiness. Love of justice, more than outraged sensibility
at the spectacle of suffering and cruelty, prompts me to support
social reforms. I can and do look at suffering with scientific
(artistic) coldness. I do not care. I am above it. But I want
to hasten justice, for its own sake. I think this is fairly sincere;
perhaps not quite. I don't think I scorn people ; I have none
of that scorn of inferior people (i.e. of the vast majority of
people) which is seen in many great men. I think my view is
greater than theirs. Clumsiness in living is what I scorn:
systems, not people. And even systems I can excuse and
justify to myself.
Monday, May 25th.
It occurred to me, for the first time I do believe, that women,
when very intimate, have coolnesses and difficulties just as men
do and perhaps more, I had always imthiaJdngly assumed that
women, on such terms, always understood each other and held
together perfectly. I can see the origin of my error,, dimly; it
has something to do with the idea of women solidifying them-
selves together in a little group as distinguished from the whole
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